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Young Roger Chambers..
No 4more Pansy. *I"

X EN she home. Pat?" one or two
;*lowasked,

Oh, Pat, had her to tea at the
4msatrywommg's yesterday I" Chris-

aswere4 "That's .what we're
-Se's pila, rather," Patricia

ttd. "Yoeung-and rangy. But
rides and dances beautifully,
99 esrse she filaished at Far-

;hUmslv0dear," Mrs. Throck-
said. "ghe Is like any

OWq young girl. But I think
is a little out of place

Couatrywoman's. Of couiie,
was all right. But she will
her owa leve*, and really have
toet time than saking herself

1W eteoed tryit -" '

.To " tila asked, as -

lady Paused.
. Awhat shall I say? To get

int. our set perhaps expresse it."
Mn, 1heltinorten anished. PNot
that we are any better than she. it
ift that. But te simply isn't a

nSbber at this partichlar group;"
1"Uactl34-Aunt Annie t" Dorothy

'5roved. Patricia was silent. .Jut
SI that moment she committed her-
E* to the Palmer caue with a de-
trl in that Weant battle if ep.

.. etiaf at the Weat table, in the
l2fary at the Castlet she' outlined

campaign. Opposite her, iush-
sowling and earneat, eat Dan

'a29mer. Lounging in a great chair
at the dreplhee was Beatrice. lately
Plasy. looking lean. young, ill at
ern in a remarkable walking gown
et velset.

PaUWeb's heart had mink at the
'rAt It ~ps of her, but she was I
,beglas$ng to think the tall, awk-
wrd young creature not'aok hove-
les materIa. after alL

Deatsiee was like her mother;
.....bad . h. ,.r.., ak.
on"lb. rather ~ess hair7tfafy-

U7witou theh e

et Withoueat th alightqst self-con-401ousness.
She had expensive clothes but

wre them badly,,and at the wrong
- timea. She had come back from
ehool full of buoyant chatter, taleS
of herself and he, youthful triumph,ln for her. frst social winter.

r two of three days even bet
other and brother had been at-

footed by her.gay self-conidence.
This was a week ago, however.

Sipe then Beattice had telephoned
0 sQuaintances, had paid a call
or two. At Arst she had very dis-
tinctly Indicated that she wished to

e 'these calls alone; later she
asked her mother to join her,

*d had been angry at that lady'$
helpless refusal.

She had asked imperative ques-
tien about the Countrywoman's
Club Lad the Notre Nous Dances,
hbd been bewildered and silent
after her brother's brief replies.

A CLUVUR GIRL.
peatrice was clever, and she had

Oea social aspirants snubbed in
poridge before this. She might -

tage and writhe under her rapidly
growing conviction, but she faced it
lonesly. They were deliberately
4utting her.

Ut was in the first humiliation of
this discovery that her mother and
brqther had introduced Patricia'.
ae. Dan, knowing his sister, put
the case plainly. Miss 'Chesbrough
was interested. She was confident
thot she eoul4 maanage Beatrice's

OrtWinter successfully. She had
ardy taken up the matter of the
mreNous-
"Well, she can't get me in there!"

Beatrice had interrupted scornfully.
"I hate them all, anyway! But I
don't care. If you and mamma are

rayabout It, I don't care what

>And in this manageable frame of
msind Patricia had planted her first
lessons. She had filled the girl's
day. French, riding, walking, les-
sons in bridge and charities, Bee-
tries must take them all in turn.
The jewelry that Beatrice loved
asest be foregone for a time, even
the "di'monl' larvaleer," as Mrs.
Palmer called it, that had cost

P"atricia and Beatrice walked
a~*town together in the autumn
ernoons, while the Palmer 'eari

goeod idle. They shopped, went
bate the club for tea. They were

f 5ways.pressed for time. Such in-.
tioduetions as took place were
brief. "You know Miss Palmnen
Vargaret," Patricia would say casn-
gally to a friend, "we are running
away. Come, Beatrice, we're late

BewIldered, but impressed, Dea-
btee accepted her guidance. S.-
gaetly she adored Pat:ioia with the
hopeless ache of eighteen for
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"He ip. fut his qister o to play
l A, little vaudeville sketeh for
three or fer weeks," Patricia ex-
plained, "so thet the New Terk pian
is put oN. And, by the way, Mr.
Hutehinain 'bas giVen an0 a guest
ard for the nasehoi's Mardi Gems

lance, 00 that's settled.""AlreadyFDa6 said, with a Iit.
uamphant look at his siter.
"That Ist usti Marhe," PatriIa

reminded him, and unless we can
manage the other things. it wo;&'t
so us much goedr
"I ean wear this, in my portrait.

Beatrice qonsolq - herself fondly
tyadyiat aphdtoktapb of herself In
et presentation gown.

PATRICIA IWX$STB
"Why *Sot weer the pretty blue

thing yo' had on last night?"
Patricia aid winningly. Beatries
widened amased eyes.
"Why, that's Just an old thing I

tot in Bonares!" she expostulatid.
'Teerhad It three yeares"
"But It would be charming in a

picture," Patricia persisted. "The
other girls, my bousin and Miss
Bishop and Mrs. Bruce have been
painted In their handsomest gowns,
with pearl collars and diamonds,
bad so on," she added simply.
43lisa Ralston were ermine when
she sat to largeat. But I wish
ou would wear the blue thing, no

}ewels. Just a Vung girl standing
by a curtain-"

or voles stopped on an later-
rog lve note, and her magnificent
Dyes) half amued. moved from sis-
ter to brother.
"I get you!" Dan said presently

with a nod.
"But-but I have pearls!" Beat-

rice submitted, rather uncertainly.
Patricia (sit a certain quick

pang of sympathy -for bewildered
oighteen. It was all so absurd. te
race and the goal were alike un-
worthy. She was. surprised some-
Limes nowadays to :oescver how
ridiculous the whole social scheme
eemed, even to a Chesebrough.
'his young and rich and fortunate
girl was hurt and chilled by her
asziuslon fsom an elaborate struc-
ture that contained only empU-
mess and her brother was scowling
anxiously ovdr the campaign. -

ide which tilting with windmill
was a reasonable employment!
These thoughts were rank
tE "But What is being ia

P%t V
1 and tw. libel V

at We noi scornfally. Aloud
he said cordially:

A DOWT OF GAKE.
"Of course you- have jewels, and

Pierybody known it; so you can af-
rard to do the unusual thing. Why.
ofter all," and Patricia's smile was
regected in the two young faces op-
osite her, "after all I'm only doing
'or you what the mothers of these
pther girls have been doing for
them since they were born! It's a
ort of game."
"Only it's a sort of game that
ama ca't' play." Mrs. Palmer.
who had some in, on her cane,
added with a solicitous smile. ra-
tricla, glancing at the kind. weath-
ir-beaten, homely face, felt the tug
f a new emotion at her heart.
She was growing rather fond of

the elderly mistress of the Castle.
Bometimes she shared. Mrs. Palm-
or's afternoon drive, and while
they circled the sunny streets she
listened to the older woman's wist-
ful talk of old times. The little
Iruggist and his wife had been
proud of their first small store-
the woman who was leaning basc.
richly furred, in this splendid oar.
had been glad to Wash the floor

of thatestablishment; .adlaid
aside her nursing baby to run in
answer to the "store belL"
In the three little rooms behind
the pharmacy Danny had been
adored and indulged, had had his
neps and his porridge: had had his
fat hands slapped for "getting after
papa's jar of lickrldh." "Beetriss"
had been born there, during tar-
rible times, when Danny had mumps
and "papa" was getting over pneu-
monia and the rent was tfoar
months due.
Vivid, simple, and tender talk it
was. Patricia had not heard much
like It. Her imagination was
touched by this picture of a cold,
shabby, young man and his wife,
doubtfully compounding the great
"Senatone"4 that was to pour this
river of gold about their feet. She
seemed, as she listened, to catch
glimpse of the easntial beauty

and sorrow of wifebaopd and moth-
erhood.
"But, it ain't part of your duties
tolisten to an old woman talking'
Mrs. Palmer would sometimes say,
with smiling compunction. PatrI-
ca's answer was frequently the
subtle Battery of honest interest:

EUTUAL INTEUUST5.
"But go on-do you mean to tell
me that this maan-this Mason mane
actually had the effrontery to offer
Mr. Palmer $50 for the patent and
the formula and the whole thing!"
On a sunshiny, crisp Sunday
morning, in late October, SIdney
Ifutchinson entered a certain at-
tractive downtown restaurant, at
about 9 o'clock. and looked about
Itseartabingly. 'More than one
churchgoing woman was breakfasts
lg here, black gloves and prayer
book laid beside her plate, and
among them he discovered Miss
Chesebrough. He sat down In the
empty- qhair opposite her.
'e Do continued Tomervow.
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"Don't. Edy. pleasel" Grace put
her bandd over her ears in quite
sinceore horror. '"I wtdh you
wouldn't use such language. Edy.Zt-t-really, it isn't ladylike."
"Yorgive me, dear," I said, lean-

Ing ever and patting her hand. 1

kepp forgetting that you're such a
thoroughbred that you can't quite
assimiliate twentieth century Jazs.
I-rn1 do my best, Grace. from this
time on, to see toat -the conversa-
tion is conducted in a most decorous
manner. so far am I-"
Grace laughed at that.
"You make It awfully hard for

me to say things to you. Edy." she
said. "Of course I understand you.
I know that you're Just full of life
and youth, and-"
"And ybuth must have Its fling.

" I laughed, forestellost what
she had to say

"I suppose sO." Grace answered,
looking quite serious. "But I-really.
Edy. you must not go out with this
Mr. Alvares. and remain so late.
Of course, I know you're--of.
course, I realige. Edith. that you're
Mite al to tako care. of your-
elf, but t-'-"

"Thea why bother me Grace?'
I tried not to spealo tros y. but I
was a bit irritat6d.I'"1 asure you
I'm quit* safe with Mr. Alvarez or.
anybody else. rm just so mig as

Is Marriage
TEg NEaXCIPATION Or WOM.
The champions for "Highs Cul-

ture" for women are -ecomipg so
intolerable that the future- of life
Itself seems to be fading into ob-
liviqa. Is a tec t rticle a writer
ft L asserta A t wbox a true

once trtmbps over a e2-
podient or unrecipreeated attach-
ment. she triumphs over. self and
becomes that noblest of feminine
spiitS,-the disinterested friend of
mankind.
Our fair penwoman goes on to

my that we venerate the name of
'old maid'-ita heroism, its benefo-
lence, Its piety. To say that an old
maid is .a heroine is the cue for
tpuch laughter and applause because
the underlying reason for her pros-
ont virgin status is a result of
either her fear to take a chance of
a voyage on the seas of matrimony
or a despisable disjnterest in mqA-
lind.
Her benevolence is shortcoming.

She does no one good but the man
she might have married. Sopner or
later she becomes a dependent on
her elders and invariably on the
public. Piety or the controlling
reverence toward the Almighty a
manifedtly lacking In the old maid.
She In trespassing The laws of na-
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if I went around with a sign on
me, marked Tosted--no trespass-
ing.' Really, Gace---"

"Listen, Edith!" Grace was sit-
ting up very strai ht now. And
looked most aure. The robe
whish she had -thAwn-armd her
had slipped away. revealing Grace
In all the primness of a high-
necked. lng.-sleeve cotton night
gown. ., glanced from her to my
own lacy silk pajaeMm -.Ad es#-
denly I felt a great repoect for
Grace and her ideas. I Welt that.the
dignity of that envelppiag night
dress deserved all the vpoect IVhad
at my command.
( A1l rig t, Grace.% answered,. Z
6ight an almost meekly. 'Tn
listentag."

"I hate to' assume this 'attitude
with you, lidy." Grace said. "But

a Success?
ture and neglecting her primary
purpose on earth when she 're-
fuses to avail herself of an oppor-
tunity to add to the multitude of
our posterity.
So much for the old maid. As to

women in general who crave higher
culture or to be spared the drudg-
ery of cooking and domestic wor-
ries. usuch can be said. Of course,
it can be presumed that most of us
would like to be freed from worry.
But it does not follow that bemase
we are worried about a thing we
are not Interested In It. On the
contrary the things that we worry
most about are the very things that
we are most concerned In. Is it In
order to say that a woman might
strangle the children and poison
the husband so that she might be
free for "higher culture'" The more
women delve into the latter tPa
more worries they wcquits ovey it.
So what's the use?
She wanted the vote--she got it.

14ow she worries over what she is
going to do with It. What a cruel
Congress we've had keeping the
vote from the women so long. Per-
haps the incoming legislators will
emancipate the poor. sugerftg..un-
cultured female.

BRUCE BENNETT.

SHOWED WILBERT HOM

KIAG JiMMY'"
rsA AND
*UI.b HAVE~tI

0V MAKING.I

PIES l

Or A TELEGRAM.
I-rally. It's for your own good."
"Of course it is," I answered.

"Talk to me like a red-headed
step ehild. I deserve IL"
"You don't deserve say such

thing, Udy." Grace said. "You
.don't deserve- anything but the bet
In life-",
"The best meaning Willard?" I

asked quite naively. -

"Well. I-I wasn't going to oy
thati" Grace 'answered. "But I'm
glad you did.' It briags me to the
Volbt. I've been thinking a 16t
about you. Ndy. And I-why- Odn't
you marry Willard. Edith-and

"Quit worko" I '4nt been .p e-
a.forant . trat at=

on Grace's pat "Quit work -and
what? Live on $3,400 a earl' I
see myselft . I-I couldrt do it.
Grace. 1--"

"I did it." Grees answered. "And
I-I was happyr"

~ABt AUTWUmm.
"Ye. but you'd ba happy ay-

whers, Grace. dear." I championed
my osa case. "Tou're one of

those 'wee in a oettage' kind. ra
not. You'l be happy In one ream
with Bob. iplfferent. I west.
mosey! I 'W" hiutiful thint
I want to go Ie .gbeaters aad-
parties and take tripal I want to
dance, and Jazz-"

"Jass!" I had never realized what
a peculiarly distIstdful word that
was until I heard Grace repeat It.
"Is the whole world going crazy
about jazs. Edy? I'm asking fbr
information. l-sometines It seems
to me that I'm living -in another
world-"
"And that's what you are, Grace.

old dear." I answered. "A happy.
wholesome, gladsome old world
which-"
"Of course I don't expect to make

you over, Edy." Grace interrupted.
"But I-I do wish you could e
tlaigs In their right light-"

"Right light,". II interrupted. "is
such a relative term, Grace. that I
don't see how you can say that.
What might be the right light to
you prpbably wouldn't be the right
light to me-" -

"But there is only one right
light." Grace broke In. "And I'm
not so sure its a relative term.
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There's only one way to live. And
that's the right wray-"

"I'll grant that," I answered.
"But what Is the right way?"
"For a woman." Grace'apswered,something mystically maternal in

her voiee; "the only life is love.
marriage, a home, and-"
The words graduated into choking

sobs. And when I looked up I saw
tears running down dear old Graee's
fpce and spilling on her perfectLy
proper high-neck night kown. And
I-In an instant I was out of bed.
sitting in- Grate's lap and I had a*y
arms afound her neck, trying- to
comfort her.

In trying to make me see the
light Grace had been willing to
bear her own sorrow to me. I had
always known that there was one.
thing lacking to make Grace's life
absolutely happy. She wanted chil-
dren. And -no children had come.
She had spoken to me of it once.
And never again had the subject
been breached. I had never men-
tioned ,t. and $race. I knew. telt
that it was sopathing too sacred to
speak of-aexept on an occasion
like' this when she thought that by
menUeningit she'would be pointing
the way to happiiess to some one
else.

To Be (maid Temrrow,

Advice to
Lovelorn
By Beatrice Fairfax.
*&rows1 -M WnaL.

DEAR UM3 SFAIRFAX:
About a year ago I met a youngrl about twentytbree , whom I

Wked from the moment I met her.
She always actea rather friendly
And seemed very nice. I found out
later that she .had been married
and that her marriage was not a
success. After she left her hus-
band she turned very wild, and
some thing. she has done have nt
been exactly right. This made vety
little difference to me. because I
liked her.
A boy friend of mine whom I

have been pals with for a long
time. told me she used to be a fine
girl, one whom everybody liked.
This is what I would, like your

advice on. go far I have treated
hdr the best I know how: but it
seems as if her ta4te is for the boy
who treats her bad. Now. I want
to keep this girl, but I am not
the kind that treats a woman bad,
and do you think that steady de-
votion will make her open her eyes
or not. MARCEL

If steady devotion from a good
man does not do it. aqthing els wilL

A PICKIE LOVED.
DAAR IM- FAIRFAX:

I ha*e been going with a young
man of twenty-eight, five years mysenior, for fve years. including oneyear of which I have been engaged.
A girl in his office who Is eighteen
erote him she was madly In tov
with hIm, and since then he has
neglected me. I have given up all
my friends and pleasure looking
toward a future with him. What
do you advise? HICARTBROKEN..
Of course any response your

fianee snakes to this bold and en-
terprising young person is due to
gratified vanity or tao sense of ad-
ventur, caused by his excitemnent
at having- her do the wooing so
bramenly. Why don't you look at
It as humnorous adventure ,apd by
laughing at it geoe-naturedly aske
him feel that he's having a latrk
which you also enjoy and that the
whole thing is beneath the notice
of a grown man?

Prize Cake
Recipes

Washinigton's Best Sub-
mitted in Times Caka
Contest-Clip Them.

ONE-EGO CAKE.
I. egg.
2 cups flour.
Plee butter.
1 cup sugar.
Flavor, milk and baking powder.
Take flour and baking powder

and sift together; then take butter
and sugar, egg and vanilla £~nd
cream together; then pour half cup
of milk -and mix all together. Bake
for fifteen minutes.

ICING.
2 oushes baking chocolate.
4 teaspoonfuls XXXX sugar.
1 teaspoonful butter.
%4 cup milk.
1 tablespoonful hipolite.
Pinch of malt.
tot omte to a boil then beat well.

--Mrs. k. Brenner, 1700 Euclid st.

N. W.

TWO-EGO CAKE.
2 egge.
%4 cup butter.
1 cup sugar.
% teaspoon vanilla.
I % teaspoons baking powder.
l% emse Seen.-Kts. Edwin 5.

ebsen, ia3 notmm s.etwae.

WA

a~b*- -dear goo V"O asffUW.
lag ies to oy ear:
"Aniel My little girl! ky

blessed Ittle Anne"
I elovg to the man who has 'l-

ways. given me a tothr's lov, Idread the moment when I &mdt
turn trop him to te man who bad

lrtjay little Mother and who
ba4bo--*M#beek to meft Ab aste.llshahis --eg

As if he read my rebellious
thoughts. Father Adrew desw e.
closer Into the eltele 0 his arms
and whispered.
"Babbee . I've - broAght - yOur

father back to you."
I turned to oer what. greeting I

could to the stooped little JAn
wbpwe thin fece was working with
emotion. I was reedy t be Ioqtle,
but his first words-repelled mo'even
more than the thin, querulous voice
In which he rasped'them out:
"Babbele? who 'gave you right

to call my girl that? Her name 1S
Anne, ain't it?"

-TMGT= TEN@.
These were the frat words of

greeting from the father I ha4nt
aeon since I was a tiny girl. And
my reply was equally strange.
liolding out my gloved head I
asked stiffly:

"Did you have a pleasant jour-
ney?"

"Purty fair. Party fair." said my

father., agilng h's 110
at me.

and then adding, adcusIngY, "But
I got hungry. The meals on the
trains ain't what, 2 expeted, and

Mar-yland
Cooking

lip.. Vr.ms e .e1 -
wood Cook

(Cta e m". enemSeas
e1ger ee be0)

suramair .PgMOg.M.
1 dowen appe.
1 dozen green tomatoes.
1 deen onions.
I box ralsnas. - .1 heaping tablespoon dry mustard.
Cut tomatoes and onions, put salt

on them and let stand for two hours.
then mix all tagethor. Cover in
vinegar, sweeten with brown sugar
to taste and cook one hour.-Mrs.
Albert . Beall.

1 pint cooked chicken, chopped.I tablebodefqlbutter,
'1 tabletpoogful lout-.
% teaspoonful salt.
I tablespoonfut chopped parsley.
2 egg yeths,
% pint crean -or muk.
Rub the butter and Gour to a

cream. place milk or cream in deqbleibiler and when hot add dour and
butter. Stir well and cook 3 'lin-
utes. add the parsley and chicken.
Cook until hot again. Beat yolkswith 2 tablespoonsfuls cold milk
and pour over the chickep. Cook
t*o minutes. Serve in a border of
rice or potatoes, beaten to a cream
sad piled hlgh by putting on the
dish by the tablespoonful. It is
better to servo this in a dish that
may be placed In the even, for the
potato may then be browned slight-
ly before the ehicken is poured in-
side the wall of potato.-Mrs. J.
Dom. Bowling.

CTAGU FUD ENG,
1 tablespoonful butter.
I cup sugar.
1 cup milk.
2 eggs.
1 large teaspoonful baking pow.
der.
I% cups four.
Beat butter, sugar. yolks of eggs

together, add milk, then the four.
Beat well, thon beat the white, to a
stiff froth and stir them carefully
into the pudding, ndd the baking
powder and mix veil.
Pour into a greased cake pan and

bake % of an hout. ' erve hot
with lemon sauce.

LEIMON SADE
% tableeponful butter.
% cup sugar.
2 dapa bet water.
-pinch of cipnamo,. and sme of

nutmeg.
% lemon juice, and a little of the

granted ried.I tableSipoonful 'lour.,-Mru. 14l.
Irvin BoWie.
(Coeyriht. 190 by Mrs. Pey DuvaiL.)

SWING'S SPECIAIEED
THE TRUE CUP CHARACT

1MPORTATIONS
Sroasted with tb

which seconds to the
peal of our offee in
Inasted amnber en ~

eA

Iftn tthee*&a
they sa deliver It boer V.*
*Tour beteL" Ibaitrw* o it1

vebgd of protest. Sat I it1
myself $rsti tss. I
take my "ether" ft1r %
home bese Jim and bad

'"Ie foeys ear gor the F.-We'll dri! by your hete& k
pop your bos them."
"Whelp do we meet

asked. 4ath Andrpw, with is
which I very well
"Maybe you've fsed It for W
see him at his place while
your dad-Dad Lee. I
you'd like to say-While , Ma
visit."-

"In the swell ear she's F'
asked Dad RAe eagerly. .4
have purty rich friends he
beadna out e like this."
OUGTFtL PATE AN .

"My ir as gdfriend
3Pa eir Andrew W-ess 0g
wihout seong ^to reslo
was Jaying .full slaim to "his .

"Neal's not In town. ft Ade0
drew," I explasied. "Ne wa
called away on a business 149
ight just befortyour at
SO I don't get to

see my b
for &while," Gold Father Adrew f
a tons' which seemea actually r6&

"But we won't lot rou get logo-
some." I Inter quickly, only
too glad to be saved frea a tote-&-
tote with Dad lao. "*New wed
better run lteag to the ear. 49
tell your porter to follow in 9Vt
wake, won't you please. Fat
Andrew. dear"

"Then, as Father Andrew gave
his order ad the porter picked up
his baegs and, followqd qs. I noticed
something which seemed a. certaws
proof of Father AndreWs iafalling
kindness. One of the suiteases w
brand new. 8o were the. clothew
Dad Lee was wearing. I could
guess whos thoughtfulness hd
protected me from having a shabby
old father-4Ve uns.essi prodl-
gal-descend upon me.
"Step lively. my man. you're f

come along to our oar with ue
chirped Dad LA Importantly to the
trailIng porter.

"If Mr.- "errey, en't want Me
car .this forenoon we migat show
Mr. Lee a bit of the city. and them
but 12 we can, stop by'or ye'
Ji and ask hik to join us for

lunch. Does the plan suit you,
Babbsi9? asked Father Andrew.
"o it all riot to take a drive'b-

Dtuipg sme soe
eyMpsasn.. <T4kd ,Iike to call fer
my fine sea-ih-Ikw at his office.
IM anxious to moot my girl's hus-
band."

To se C4ntinued sacday.
(Copyright. 1"I. hr King Veatures
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The present interest In the Orient
and its relations to the rest of the
world makes timely the appearance
of a new volume. "The Press ad
Politics In Japaa." which has Just
been issued by the University of
Chicago Press. The work *was writ-
tea by a Japanese scholar in Amer-
lee, Dr. Elsaburo Kawabe. with the
belp of his brother Is Japan, who
supplied him with the eessaryinftrmation and materials f'em
original seurees. The auther's pus-
pose has been to show the inueance
of thi bress bpon the #vlltical life
of Japan.
Kast Hameun's "Growth of the

Bll" has ps" inte its seced edb
toga three days atter publicatio.
The collected plays of itephen

Pbillips have Just been brought out
br the MacmillanC=.pa.- Mr.
Phllips was &a actor for soveal
yeas and numbered mea like ba
Colis, William Watson anat
Wilde among 'his warms freals. W
Herbert Beerbohra Tree gave ails
work wide publicity thsgagh the
stage. Mr. Phillips' eareat was tut
sport by an early death in 1915.

steules of the nesro. 'Chlldren in the
MIst (D. lton4Op%.ha gene

to NwY rom hei She
Is iving talks at Columbla.Univer-
si~to the Blanehe Clts.eDs .
olees in atort-story writlag -ad
the classes of the Sehool of'Journal-
is-..

ROASTING DEVELUIA)14
ER OF EACH VARIETY

4merof14
the-cup, Clear as

A-MOOHA

CO COFFE

at6 *3 sea. . W..ter..Re....3....iSeaS..NW.

mele. bu e~eeeaall Turkish ee.alai


